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A lab’rer long his motions watch’d. 
Hoping 1ns toil to eafe, 

The plot upon his pillow hatch’d. 
And feiz’d the golden fleece. 

Tne mifer, fwift in his return. 

Soon mifs’d his borrow’d ftore. 

In accent loud began to mourn. 

And cry’d, and pray’d, and fwore. 
To whom a neighbour, grave in face, 

* Your paffion, Sir, reftrain, 

* Lay but fome pebbles in the place, 

* And you’ve your gold again.’ 

MORAL . 

*Tis better to have no eftate. 

Than bury and abufe it ; 

Gold only cares in thofe create. 

Who know not how to ufe it. 


REFLECTION . 

tfches the blefTings are of heaven, 

If properly employ’d ; 
ro footh the cares of life were given, 
And made to be enjoy’d: 
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How ufeful is that donor’s ftore, 

Whofe heart and power agree, 

To cloath the naked, feed the poor. 

And fet the captive free. 
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